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HERE is no picture of human life 
ridiculous, unleſs it deviates from the 
rules of virtue—a man is not the object of 
raillery for mot obſerving the rules of the 
dancing ſchool when he enters a room, nor 
a woman for falling ſhort in the exactneſs of 
a courteſy ; but want of humanity in the one 
or modeſty in the other, would make them | 
both ridiculous. 

The picture in this Dialogue is in for 
whoever it may ſuit, and will be found not 
to be beyond life. The rule for applying it 
is Detur digniſimo; whoever is ignorant, 
ſelf-ſufficient, covetous, a ſwearer, or wwine- 
bibber, is Silenus; Mutato nomine de te fabula 
narratur. It is not the intention of this ſhort 
ſatire, like the vicar's will and codici), to 
expoſe promiſcuouſly the virtuous, and the 
vicious, or to attempt to make laudable in- 
duſtry equally ridiculous with 72dolence and 

avarice. It is no crime to be rich, provided 
men be good, and do not truſt to uncertain 
riches But the wretch who has grown rich 


a % e 

1 raiſing contributions upon the public, in 
mes of common calamity, deſerves to be 
corrected. 

Thoſe who know the ſubject will not think 
much if they find the verſe not good there 
is not a poet that ever lived could find any 
poetry in Silenus I have been 2 only. 
to rhyme over his character. 
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DULCE EST DESIPERE IN Loco. HoR. 


OD fave us all our life's a ſpan, 


— 


How vain's the empty hope of man? 


He-ſchemes and plots, but never can 


Secure a day 
Death comes, and then his grim command 
He muſt obey. 


1 


7 his day I heard our great church bell. 


J thought it was ſome pafſing knell, 
It rang ſo loud and ſounded fell, 
I had my fear 3 5 


| The mayor was dead, (but coul'd not eil) 


Or than ſome peer. 


| .. Te 
But now I find, ah dreadful thought! 
The great bell has not toll'd for nought, 
The heavieſt news that e er were brought 
Have come this day, 
m tydings always come unſaugbt, 
But what II ye ſay ? 


# 
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Or good Sir W 


. 

TOR. 
What tydings now ? is pious Joe, 
dead or no, 
Or is't the vicar? let him go, — 

TI long to hear, 
You look ſo wan your eyes ſtare ſo, 

I'm all in fear. 


v. 
C RAT E. 


kind heav'n forbid aught ail theſe three, 


But yet tis one as dear to me, 


He often help'd us to our fee, 
When we had need; 


He was our friend 'tis known to thee, 


But now he's dead. 


VI. 
SEXTON 
Silenus dead! and gone to reſt, 

Ah death! you always take the beſt; 
Wo worth your greedy maw you peſt, 
Were there no other ? 

J rather would, I will confeſs 't, 
Yed ta'en my brother. 
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„ 
Ah, fir! my heart is full (I rave) _ 
Of grief, but now I pardon crave: 
My mind is eas'd, he's in his grave, 
„  Rwoegn  | 
From death there's no man could him fave, 
And fore I rue, | 


8 VIII. 
How kind was he when work ſtood ſtill? 
He helped aye the graves to fill, 

And join'd with death ſtrong men to kill ; 

| When there was need 
I rather would, or he'd been ill, 
Threeſcore were dead *, 


We 

Oft have I bleſt his worthy ſoul, 

When e'er I heard the great bell toll, 

His coach around our ſtreets did roll, 
To make us bread; 

But now we may blow a cold coal, 

Since he is dead, 


& Threeſcore fees are better than one at any time, | 
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Sllenus dead! who would have thought? 
But he'd have cur'd himſelf for novght, 
I dare to ſay could life been bought, 


Or death put by, | 
He would have paid the price unſought, 
And not been ſhy. 
XI. 
C U LATE 
The number of our months and days 
Are fix'd ere we are born Job ſays, 
Great need have we to live always 
With pious care, 
Since death s a debt that each man pays, 
None can I clear. 
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BUTLER and LIVERY SERVANT 
in the KITCHEN. 
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. ER. 


Heaven be our guide and watch our ſouls, 


I never like when Princy howls, 


Or when at night I hear the owls: 


Draw the houje, 


4 Theſe are ſure ſigns no law controuls, 


Before ill news. 


And ſcratch'd when he was out of fight 
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LIVERY SERVANT. 


When crows fit croaking on the trees, 


And magpies flock like hives of bees, 
And run and hop, upon the leas, 
I always dread, * 
To hear of ſtorms, or loſs on ſeas, 
Or ſome friend dead. 


XIV. 
B r 
Our little turnſpit, but laſt night, 


Howl'd loud, and put us all in fright, 


I roſe and tried to put him right, 
| But ſtill he fled ; 


Beneath the bed. 


.. 
Next morn I roſe to take the air, 
To eaſe me of my laſt night's care, 
And ſee if it was foul or fair, 
And ſnuff the ſpring : 
Step'd weſt the glen, to fit and hear, 
. The blackbird ſing. 
B 


Acroſs the lawn as I paſt by, 


XVI. 


I faw a flock of magpies fly, 

They ſeem'd to darken earth and "Ba 
During their flight : 

Then i in the twinkling of an eye, 
They down did light: 


XVII 5 
With ominous. bills towards the hall, 
They pick'd, then ſtood, and chirped all, 
At every chirp they ſeem'd to call 
And ſpeak to me; 


They jump'd as they would leapt the wall 
But did not flee. 


+. XVHL ; 
LIVERY SERVANT. 
On Sunday laſt Ill neer forget, 
I think I hear the raven yet, 
At night when I came home right late ; 
He fat and croak'd, 


On the oak tree, without our gate, 
I wich'd him choak'd. 


. 
On the old walls among the ſtones, 


The dreary owl he made reſponſe, 


A horror thrill'd through all my bones, 
My fleſh did creep, 


I haſten'd to my bed at once, 


But could not fleep. 


5 
C. RATE. 
4 little did he think to die, 


So ſoon as either you or I; 


But no man's {kill can death put by. 


If once he come, 


: Though wife and children both ſhould 8 


He Il ſtrike us dumb. 


XXI. 


Well did he know the human frame, 
From the great toe up to the brain, 
And what obſtructions give us pain, 


Or make us ill: 
What would reſtore us ſound again, 


Or what would kill. 


TW] 


XXII. 
Each vein, each artery and nerve, 
He knew the purpoſe they did ſerve; 
And what would hurt or would preſerve 
Them lafe and ſound, 
But from his own way would not ſwerve, 
Nor any grownd. 
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XXIII. 
XT ON. 

Right cuningly he had the cue, | 
If huſbands gave their wives their due, 
And by his art could tell right true 

What few did know, 
If women were with child he knew, : 
And ſometimes no. „ 
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For once they ſay he was beguil'd, 

A woman ſaid ſhe was with child, 

He curs'd, and ſwore, and ſtampt like wild, 
And anſwer” d no, 

But had you ſeen you would have mil d. * 
T he wife had two *, b 


* A woman in Gateſhead who employed Silenus, told 
him ſhe was with child, at which he was in a great rage, 


and replied No—a dropſy by G- d. Not ons after ſhe 
brought forth two children. 


> 
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| ALT. 

© VU: RA: Es 
He ſeldom came to church (that's true) 
Like others, when their cloths are new, 


To ſhew himſelf, and fill a pew, 


And ſit and ſtare: 
For even to give him his due, 
He lov'd not prayer. 


| XXVI. 
 _$EXTomw 
Yet was he uſeful in his way, 
Unto the church for many day: 
The clergy lov'd him; well they may, 
With all their hearts : 
He often added to their pay, 


In various parts. 


XXVII. 
Bleflings: came thick upon his head ; 


From all who dealt among the dead, 


I never was afraid of bread, 
When he was well, 
But now he's gone, and here I'll ſpeed, 
They're wiſe can tell, 


( 44 ) 


XXVIII. 


As long's he liv'd well did I fare, 
For our church-yard was aye kept bare, 
1 pile of graſs was neer ſeen there, 


1 muſt confels, 
But now we may I do declare, 
Lay't out to graſs. 


= 4» 6 
FURATE 
When any country '{quire or knight 
Took ill, let it be day or night, 


He'd drive like Jehu in a flight, 


Till he got there; 


Firſt feel their pulſe, then call for — 


And take a chair. 


: - IO: - 
Then call for paper, pen and ink, 


' Firſt muſe awhile and em to think, 


Write quantum ſufficit diſtin, 
Recipiatur, 


Decodi alli for a drink, 
Or limeſtone water: 


(283 1] 


0 XXXI. 
Si morbi incrementum eſſet, 
1 Dorſale emplaſtrum compeſcet, 
I Et quando malum hinc deceſſit, 
S Spiritus detur, 
= Cornu cervi, vita creſcet, 
Et vir ſanetur. 


XIII. 
Then the young ſquire would ope' the door, 
And bring out of the old 'ſcrutoir, 


The great green purſe where ſev'ral ſcore 
Off red-heads lay; 


Sir, pleaſe yourſelf with what's before 
You, he would ſay. 


XXXII. 1 
Silenus well knew how to touch, | 
And drag the boys out of their couch ; 
He'd tumble them out, and in his pouch, 
Put great and ſmall; 
And modeſtly ſay far too much, 
Tet take them all. 


1 
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Well did he know what caſes life, 
And married firſt a fine rich wife : 


If he grew rich, nor war, nor r ſtrite, 


He did not heed ; 


But death has reach'd him with his HR 


And now he's dead. 


Fluſter'd with wine he often lay, 

His hat and wig a different way, 

It was his cuſtom every day, 
He thought it due, 

To Bacchus his devoirs to pay, 
Though he ſhould ſpue. 


XXXVI. 


Two dexterous medicines he had, 
That kept him aye from being ſad : 
And cur'd him too, when he was bad, 


And gave him health : 


The one was wine which made him glad, 


The other wealth. 
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5 XXXVII. 

But thoſe two ſpecifics he ſtill 
Keeps for himſelf when he was ill, 
This other patients had his (kill, 

Then he would ſtop, 
And ſend them for their cure untill, 
"BY he e ſurgeon s ſhop. 


XXXVIII. 

SEX T N. 

It was his way to take a doſe, | 

Of cream of tartar when he roſe, 
Or ſome good thing, he did compoſe 
In form of pills: 

He ſaid it baffl'd nature's foes, 

And cur'd his ills. . 


n 
But ence I know not how it was, 
The tartar broke through all his laws: 
They're wiſe can tell what was the cauſe, 
It was not civil: 
It opened wide his nether jaws, 
| And play'd the devil: 
2 
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XL. 


By chance ſome ſay. he had forgot, 


I ſhan't it is true or not, 

In Kitty's once to take pot, 
In time of need: 

And being over-charg'd at laſt he ſhot, 
It was not lead. 


M4 
CURATE 
Whene'er he mention'd quacks he ſwore, 


And forth would imprecations roar : 


He ſaid they kill'd of men far more 


Than France or Spain, 
But all men knew the cauſe wherefore, 
They hurt his gain.; 


XLII. 
At James's powders he would ſtare, 
And curſe and call them quack'ry ware, 
And call him rogue, and never ſpare 
To damn his ſoul, 


Of ſkill he ſaid he had no ſhare 


And dubb d him fool, 


Learn'd doctors of the S ſkill, 
When they came near he lik'd them ill, 
His ſpleen-fick ſoul diſcorg'd ill-will, 
5 And ſtorms of gall, 
Dropt from his tongue and eke his quill 
Down on n all. | 


XLIV. 
Self was the pendulum of his heart, 
The ſpring that mov'd him, whole and part, 
When this ſtood ſtill not Arch'med's art 
Which toſs'd up keels, 
Heav'd ponderous ſhips with {kill alert, 
: Could move his wheels. 
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1E 

In greek and latin he could ſmatter, 

And ſpeak hard words like erra- pater, 

To know or not to know the matter 

| Was all one thing, 

His end was firf, (the means came after) 
5 The caſh to bring. 
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N 1 : 
EX T0 8 182.) 
On ſummer when our ſtreets were dry, 
I've often ſeen his chaiſe drive by, 
His man would drive, and he would cry 
Where are you gone; 
To bell the other would reply, 
He faid drive on. 


. 1130 
n 38K VANT. ar 
As we went to the town laſt day 

Silenus cry'd to drive away 

Il mind till I return to _ 
le did not heed, 

A hare came by and croſs'd his way, 

And now hes dead. 


r 
But what s come of him think ye now, 
Where is he gone or what he'll do? 
t If there's no wine where he's gone to 
i To wet his clay, 
I'm certain of it and durſt vow 
He'll run away. 


i: T L BK 


Wine among the dead ! you know but te, 


He may ſtay there and lick his ſpittle; 
For _ thing's as dry 8 4 whittle, 
And not one pot | 
Of liquor's there, to quench his rattle, 
Or wet his throat. 


; 
; 
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I have often heard him jeſt and tell, 


His tales they were right odd and fell, 
If they were true: 
I have my fears he'll not be wal | 
Where he is now. 


TTT 
LIVERY SERVANT. 


That minds me of my dream that night, 


When I came home in ſuch a fright ; 
; could not ſleep till near day-light, 
Then I fell ſound; * 
But got a wakening which onveinhs "N 
Made my heart ſtound. 
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How parſons made their bread by hell; 


FF = 


LII. 
I dream'd, but yet I do not know, 
it be right to tell or no © 


7 2 
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I roſe in haſte but where to 80 5 L yarn 54 


3 The Lord knows where, _ ö 
My fleſh all creept, my hair alſo 7 
[ _ | |=; :18tadd up far fear. 9151 241050! 
| I mY © | 
B UT. L E R. 
Come tell it oùt there's none 1 know, 
Whate er it is except us two: 
Dreams are but fables I 9 l 


But ſhall not ſay 
118 What your's may be; come well or wo ¾ 
= Let's heart 1 pray: 


* 


It {LIVERT\: SERVANT. | 

11 Well ſince you aſk I'll tell you ſtraight, 

Ji Ihe ſubſtance of my dream that night, 

Il wich I ne'er ſee ſuch a fight 2 

4 ---: Till my laſt day; 7 

1 thought I ſaw ſome evil fprights, - 
Take SLO away. 


2 — 
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LV. 
The wind blew | high, the tempeſt brad," 
The lightening flafs'd acroſs the wold. 
The flocks cour'd claſs within the fold. 
| T)uhe hail fell Z&ick; © 
| When SLo? the fierce, the brave, the bold, 
TV | Strunk d with Old Nick. 

1 But faſt they ty d him neck and heel, 
7 And, oh! as he did roar and ſqueal, 
And many curſe he gave the De'el, 
And call'd him rogue : 
7 Oft have help'd your common-weal 

0. %% dos. 


| But like all thoſe wha evi the great, 
I now have met with the ſame fate: 
Pall'n from the pinnacle of ſtate, - 
And favour to. 
I now repent when tis 700 1 
For ſerving you. 


1 


LII. 
I dream' d, but yet I do not know, 

e eb 2ni'N 
I roſe in haſte but where to go 
0 : The Lord knows an | 

My fleſh all creept, my hairalſo 
* «-"'Staod up for feat. 

| . 

. BU fL 
I} Come tell it out there's none _ know, 
Whateler it is except us two: 
1 Dreams are but fables I think pd 2127 2111 

19 But ſhall not ſay © - 

What your's may be; come well or wo 
Let's hear't I pray 


* 


Wl | | | LIV. | | | | 

1! LIVERY: SERVANT. 

ll | Well Gnce you aſk I'll tell you firaight, | 

568 Ihe ſubſtance of my dream that night, 

I wiſh I neter ſee ſuch a fight 

| Till my laſt day; 

- 2 thought I ſaw ſome evil fprights,  -—- 
Take SLoy away. 


DO er and 


"T2 

4 
The wind blew 1 the tempeſt e 
The lightening Haſb d acroſs the wold, 


The flocks cour d cliſs within a fold, .. 
3 The hail fell Z&:c& ; 


When SLop the fierce, the brave, the bold, 


struggl d with Old Nick. 

LVL ” 
But faſt they ty'd him neck and heel, 
And, oh! as he did roar and ſqueal, 


And many curſe he gave the De el, 1 


And call'd him rogue : 
Oft have help'd your common-weal 
| You bellih dog. 


Lvn. 
But like all thoſe who ſerve the great, 
I now have met with the ſame fate: 
Fall'n from the pinnacle of ſtate, 
” And favour to. 
1 now repent when tis too late 
For ſerving you. 


! 
. | | LVII. 2 
Pas | Fatigu'd with ſtruggling he turn'd dry; 
And loudly for a drink did cry, BY 

| Then Belzie faſt away did hie 

1 HE 1 And brimſtone brought : 

na Said friend here's t'ye, come not be ſhy, 

1 And take a draught. - 

| a. 

| | At laſt when they had cadg'd their pack, 
I . Upon a great huge devil's back, _ 

| | They hoiſted SLoP and in a crack, 

i They flew away 
| | To hell, as faſt as they could hack, 

1 And there they ſtay. 

| _ | 
9 55 * | LX. | 

if But leſt his friends ſhould weep and moan, 
If Ee: When they his death do think upon ; 
FR. And from their eyes make tears run down 
To hurt their head. 

i Unto all Britain be it known 

; He's not yet dead. 

Ef | FINIS. 
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